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| Prologue 


“Oh how great is thy goodness, which thou hast 
laid up for them that fear thee; which thou hast 
wrought for them that-trust in thee before the sons 
of men! sh ; 

“Thou shalt hide them in the secret of thy pres- 
ence from the pride of man: thou shalt keep them 
secretly in a pavilion from the strife of tongues. 

“Blessed be the Lord: for he hath showed me 
his marvellous kindness in a strong city (Jerusalem)” 
(Psalm 31:19-21)... © 


“For since the beginning of the world men have 
not heard, nor perceived by the ear,-neither hath the 
eye seen, O God, beside thee, what he hath prepared 
for him that waiteth for him” (Isaiah 64:4; I Cor- 
inthians 2:6-9). 

Upwards of forty years after Paul wrote this 
quotation from Isaiah it was revealed to John: “And 
I John saw the holy city, NEW JERUSALEM, com- 
ing down from God out of heaven” (Revelation 21:2). 


“In my Father's house are many mansions: tf it 
were not so I would have told you. I go to prepare 
a place for you. 

“And if I go and prepare a place for you, I will 
come again, and receive you unto myself; that where 
I am, there ye may be also. 

“And whither I go ye know, and the way ye 
know’ (John 14:2-4). 

David intimates that God had prepared a place 
filled with His goodness and kindness somewhere in 
the secret of His presence. However, David was 


blessed with seeing God’s kindness in Jerusalem, 
which is typical of the New Jerusalem. 

Isaiah says no one had ever seen this place but 
God. Paul says the same thing but modifies it by 
adding: “But God hath revealed them unto us by his 
Spirit: for the Spirit searcheth all things, yea, the 
deep things of God” (I Corinthians 2:10). And yet 
shortly afterwards human eyes did see that wonder- 
ful place from the lonely little isle of Patmos. 

Jesus says: “Come for all things are now ready” 
(Luke 14:17; Revelation 22:17). _ 


As this little message has at last taken on form 
and character of a book, I hope it will be a source 
of comfort and inspiration to many who turn in- 
quiring eyes to the skyline of life. 


The Author. 


HEAVEN AND THE GLORY OF 
THE SUNSET 


We sing comparatively little about Heav- 
en, and we talk about it even less. Gener- 
ally one of the hard things to do is to start 
a conversation about Heaven. Of all the 
people I have asked a picture of it, scarcely 
six have given one that was _ interesting 
enough to make me want to go there. Is it 
perhaps because so few of them know much 
about it? And yet this is the place that most 
of us wish to see sometime and this wish 
closes nearly every prayer. At a certain 
Thanksgiving devotional meeting testimonials 
of a hundred things to be thankful for were 
given, but among them was no mention of 
Heaven. Did they take that item as granted 
or do we as a rule think so little of that glori- 
ous place as to forget about it? Do we think 
about it only when we sing or pray? It may 
be some people think so little about Heaven 
because they can see scarcely anything in it. 
However they believe there is. 


I believe many exercise only half their 
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faith concerning Heaven. They are content 
with the “evidence” without the “substance” 
of it. See Hebrews 11:1. Do not our mouths 
water when we anticipate the serving of 
luscious fruit? That pre-enjoyment, I should 
say, is the “substance” of our faith that the 
fruit is going to be served. The “evidence” 
is the word of the host. God gives us abun- 
dant “evidence” in His Word that we shall 
enjoy Heaven some day; but is it a fruit, let 
us say, that is so strange to our senses that 
its “evidence” brings us no pre-enjoyment, 
or are we so earthy that we _ exper- 
ience no response to its heavenly stimuli? 
There seems to be enough fiction about the 
place of torment to give everybody a fairly 
good “substance” of it, yet the Bible does 
not tell us a very great deal about it, and 
personally I do not care to know any more 
for I wish never to see it. But the Bible 
does tell a very great deal about the place 
of happiness, and the more I read about it, 
and sing about it, and think about it, the 
more eager do I become to go there. 


Of course there are some who even deny 
the existence of the place we call Heaven, 
Now it is impossible to substitute anything 
better, foolish to substitute anything worse, 
and to say there is nothing to the abode of 
the dead is indeed to make a blank statement. 
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I cannot imagine with what feelings one 
would approach death and face such a void. 
A tremendous thrill might accompany the 
stepping off into empty nothingness, but I 
am quite sure it would be very uninteresting 
after that. Some uphold annihilation, but 
every fibre in my being rebels at such a fate, 
and the argument of transmigration stinks in 
my nostrils as badly as the argument of 
evolution. It would be exceedingly offensive 
to me to think my ancestors were brutes, 
and equally repugnant to anticipate becom- 
ing one such myself, 


- Does Death End All? 


There is something after death. We feel 
it in our very being. But if we did not feel 
it there, it would be sufficent to know that 
this testimony is in the Bible and that is 
a far better guide. Death, while it seems 
to bring to an end this natural life, is 
not the end of life, for we have eternal life. 
“The gift of God is (not shall be) eternal life” 
(Romans 6:23). “That ye may know that ye 
have (not shall have) eternal life” (I John 
5:13). Furthermore, while death seems to 
bring to an end this natural body it is really 
not the end of it, for there will be a bodily 
resurrection. At this point, dear Reader, you 
will do well, before pursuing this little book 
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any farther, to read I Corinthians 15:12-26, 
35-57. 


Vital Questions 


A belief in immortality is vital to everyone 
who wishes to build character of enduring 
structure; and he who asks the questions, 
“What will be the ultimate value of my 
labor?” “How long will the influence of my 
life last?’ “After all, is it worth while?” 
“What is it that impels me onward to do the 
the right and the good?” “What difference will 
it make a thousand years from now, what 
I do, whether my life is good or bad, whether 
I yield to one or the other of the two 
opposing forces in my life?’? “Why am I 
here?” “Whither am I going?” “How far 
does human destiny extend?” and similar 
questions, will be putting his life and work 
to the test of eternity’s touchstone. 

It is evident from the study of natural 
science that the universe was created and is 
ruled by a great, rational Mind. We learn 
also that matter is indestructible and that, 
so far as we can tell, there is not an ounce 
less of it now than there was six thousand 
years ago. If God made matter to endure 
why should he not make life to be everlast- 
ing? Does God, like the fakirs of India who 
by sprinkling on pools a little colored dust 
make portraits which are quickly swept away 
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by the breeze, gather up a little dust and 
spray, mould it into a form like His own, 
breathe into it His own breath, impart His 
spirit, and give it a soul and a personality 
like His own, for the purpose of annihilating 
it? Perhaps there would be a good reason to 
do so. The evil one has spoiled His “image,” 
and why should He not, like the potter who 
reduces to clay the marred vessel, blot us 
all out and make another race of human 
creatures! But thru the goodness of God, 
thru His mercy and His love we are saved 
from such a fate. Our souls redeemed by 
the atonement of His Son shall sooner or 
later be freed from these marred vessels, and 
from purified soil be given new bodies, per- 
fect from the hands of the Creator. 


The Real Man 


“Good morning, and how is John Quincy 
Adams to-day?” 

The venerable ex-president, then eighty 
years of age, replied: “Thank you, John 
Quincy Adams is well; quite well, I thank 
you. But the house in which he lives is 
becoming dilapidated ; the tenement is almost 
uninhabitable! I think John Quincy Adams 
will have to move out before long; but he 
himself is well, quite well.” 

Isn’t that fine! 
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The real man is not what you see of him; 
is not what you feel when you shake his hand, 
altho something of the man does pass thru 
his grip; but the real man is the inner man, 
the keeper of the “tenement,” that sees thru 
the windows, that speaks thru the voice, that 
communicates with his fellows thru the com- 
plex instrument of the body, that plays upon 
the harp of flesh the harmonies of life. And 
when the tenement crumbles and falls into » 
ruin, it is not that the man dies, the tenement ¢ 
simply moves out and goes to the Builder for 
a new house. When the strings are broken 
and the harp is dumb, it is not that the man 
is dead, the harper has simply laid it aside 
for a new one. 


The Life Cycle 


The little span of life limited at one end 
by birth and at the other by death is like 
a road, and a road has a beginning and an 
end if it is not completely circuitous. Life . 
is not completely circuitous, and yet it is 
part of two circuits, two complete cycles. 
The body springs from the earth and returns 
again to it. The spirit comes from God and 
goes back again to Him, The union of body 
and spirit we call life. It has its beginning 
with organization of dust and its union with 
spirit. It has its end, we say, with the 
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dissolution of the flesh and its separation 
from the spirit. 


The Mystery of Death 


We were very early somewhat acquainted 
with the fact of death. Perhaps a pet dog 
died, or a canary. A fly killed under the 
hand, a cricket under the foot, or an attend- 
ance at a funeral introduced us to this great 
mystery. 


Our lives have constantly been in contact 
with death, and yet has our experience with 
it, our familiarity with it, taken aught of the 
mystery of it away? The body meets the 
earth and the spirit meets God. But what 
then? This question is thousands of years 
old and yet it is new. It is the universal 
enigma of all time. As I have already im- 
plied, the problem of death, paradoxical as 
it may seem, is vital with everyone who takes 
the time to contemplate. But nobody has 
ever gotten very far with it who has not 
had divine revelation to help him. The 
grave is voiceless. The dead do not come 
back to inform the living, (Luke 16:31). 
At present men are trying very hard to pen- 
etrate death’s veil, and they are worrying 
the life out of the dead (?) with their ques- 
tions! What fools they are! ‘The Bible 
calls their foolishness the “doctrine of devils.” 
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They evidently get wrong connections, or 
perhaps get thru the wrong central. I think 
they essay to call up the dead and get the 
devil. And they claim they are getting 
light on death’s mystery when lo, it is but 
the murky blackness of hell. 


The End of the Road 


What is there at the end of the road? Let 
us not go to the devil to find out. No amount 
of seances will enable us to see a speck of 
Heaven’s glorious light. Let us go to God, 
He tells us very grandly and beautifully 
about our destination. I am always curious 
about the places I expect to visit, and I much 
prefer to travel somewhat informed. Is it 
not true that we go with some misgivings 
and doubts to a place about which we know 
nothing except the name? How simple it 
is to take God’s Word for it, how extremely 
difficult to fabricate something else that 
sounds at all sensible. 

We want to know what is at the end 
of the road. What makes us want to 
know? We may feel it near sometimes. It 
may be we lay on the operating table, and 
before we lost .consciousness, did not know 
whether we should open our eyes in the face 
of our nurse or our Redeemer. Some of our 
friends have reached it. Perhaps we_ feel 
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it pull, like the kite which we cannot see. 
You do not see London. Perhaps you never 
saw it, yet you feel pretty sure it is there. 
You have read about it or perchance have 
heard someone tell of it who was there. 
We may know as much about Heaven, and a 
great deal more, if we read the account of 
it in the Bible and listen to Jesus and John 
who saw it. And now, my dear Reader, will 
you please read this wonderful description 
in Revelation 21:1-22:5? 


Heaven a Reality 


We have: all doubtless at some time or 
other built air castles which never material- 
ized, which never came down. I would like 
to picture for you an aircastle, or rather 
a whole city of castles, and it is going to ma- 
terialize, it is going to come down. Indeed, 
it has already materialized and made one de- 
scent. Revelation 21:2. But Heaven is a more 
real place to me than any air castle I ever 
built. I want no spiritualizing interpreta- 
tion of it. I want to read all the Bible says 
about it like a little child, and when it talks 
about trees, leaves and fruit, I want to believe 
it means real trees, leaves and fruit. Would 
you tell me we shall not eat that fruit nor 
smell its aroma? If we shall not, it takes 
someone more fanciful than I am to imagine 
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what we shall do with it. However, if all 
the Bible says about Heaven is to be spirit- 
ualized, I am sure I shall understand the 
nature of it some day when such understand- 
ing will be necessary. But since it is 
described in concrete terms, I much prefer 
to construct it out of that kind of material. 

Some people who believe there is a Heaven 
think it is not much more than a theoretical 
place of the texture of thin air, a sort of 
nebula not yet discovered. I once asked 
one of my professors as we were. taking a 
walk after the evening study hour, what kind 
of place Heaven was to him. And the sub- 
stance of his reply, as I remember, was this: 
Heaven is the state of the soul which will go 
floating in the ethereal regions, no place in 
particular, mysteriously supported by no- 
thing. That would be very interesting indeed, 
would it not! What is Heaven to you, dear 
Reader, just a nice place to go to; just a 
something, somewhere, sometime? Or 1s 
it a real place you picture in your mind, 
you get anxious to see, you get homesick 
for, you dream of sometimes? 


Where is Heaven? 


Where Heaven is now, I do not know. It 
is conforting to think that Heaven is near 
and that it is simply withholden from our 
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eyes. John said that he saw “the Holy City, 
New Jerusalem, descending from God out of 
Heaven.” The time of this descent, perhaps, 
will be shortly after Christ’s Thousand Year 
Reign, at the opening of the perfect age, when 
every trace of sin will have been purged 
from this world by fire. At first this idea 
introduced to me two exceedingly unpleas- 
ant thoughts. The one annoyed my impa- 
tience and the other conflicted with my dis- 
gust for this miserable old world. I was 
disapppointed to have the reality of Heaven 
put off at least a thousand years, and I 
revolted at the thought of coming back 
again to this earth. 

But I am glad to know that we shall be 
with Jesus and reign with Him as kings, in 
the meantime, and as we sing, “Where Jesus 
is ‘tis Heaven there;’ and again when this 
vile world shall go thru its baptism of fire 
it will come out as pure and worthy of 
Heaven’s glory as any other spot in the uni- 
verse. Moreover, this triumphant event, the 
descent of the Pearl of the Skies upon the 
purified earth, will complete with redemption 
and perfection, the cycle of its otherwise 
tragic history. 


Heaven’s Greatness 


According to the description given by John, 
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the City is cubical in shape, the three dimen- 
sions, being each twelve thousand furlongs 
or fifteen hundred miles, its wall being an 
hundred and forty-four cubits or at least two 
hundred and sixteen feet thick. Someone 
has suggested that a wall fifteen hun- 
dred miles high and only two hundred and 
sixteen feet thick could not stand. But 
surely if God can hold. the whole city up in 
the sky, He can hold the wall up after He has 
let it gracefully down upon the earth, This 
would make a city about the size of the 
United States. There is apparently one main 
street which perhaps will be the royal high- 
way, “An highway of Holiness.” 


Heaven’s Beauty 


The foundation of the wall is precious 
stones, which furnish all the colors of the 
rainbow, the three uppermost layers having 
the three primary colors. It is my opinion 
that they underlie all Heaven and are visible 
thru the transparent gold of the street. The 
wall is of jasper, clear as crystal, and the city 
is entered by twelve gates, three on each 
side, each consisting of one pearl, They will 
never swing shut, and the glory of God will 
always flood thru the gates and the walls. 
If the sunlight is God’s shadow, as someone 
has said, what must His light and glory be! 
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In such brilliance the stones might reflect. 
harsh rays, but the covering of transparent 
yellow gold filters them all out, and there 
can be nothing but perfect color harmony. 
most pleasant to the eyes. Some folks wear 
a jewel or two on a ring or a pin, and they 
think that is something. I can well afford 


to miss that wee bit of color and sparkle, be- 
cause I expect sometime to walk over millions 
of miles of them in 
“That city of jewels and mansions untold, 
And walls made of jasper sublime, ~ 
Refulgent with lustre like transparent gold, 
And never corroded by Time.” 

The River of Life, I think, is one of the 
most wonderful grandeurs of Heaven’s scen- 
ery. Your eyes have been dazzled by brooks 
dancing over pebbles and rocks, sparkling 
in the bright sunlight. Put in their places, 
amethysts, topazes, beryls, chrysolites, ru- 
bies, emeralds, and sapphires; rich yellows, 
reds, greens, blues, and purples, and wash 
them with the crystal waters of life, flowing 
in the radiance of Heaven! Yosemite, Ni- 
agara, and Shoshone would shrivel in com- 
parison into dull monotonies. 


Spiritual Bodies 


Some people believe we shall be disembod- 
ied spirits in Heaven. If so, what shall we 


20 HEAVEN 


do with the bodies we get at the resurrection? 
I sure!y hope we shall not need to suffer a 
second painful separation from them, and 
if I understand the meaning of immortality 
we shall not. I believe we shall have bodies 
quite like those we have now. Flesh and 
‘blood can not inherit the kingdom of God” 
(I Corinthians 15:50), such as it is now, but 
God can transform our bodies in the resur- 
rection and remove every taint and trace of 
sin and all its consequences. 

Adam and Eve could have lived forever 
if they had but eaten of the Tree of Life, 
and they had bodies like ours, Jesus in the 
resurrection body could be seen and touched, 
and he could eat (Luke 24:42-43), but I 
believe He neither rested nor slept, and was 
no more subject to natural forces, He was 
even so at will in His natural body (Matthew 
14:25). “We shall be like Him.” 


The Ide2l Restored 


Those who have gone “to mix” (but not 
“forever’) “with the elements,” shall have 
their bodies restored in the resurrection, bone 
for bone, muscle ‘for muscle, whatever the 
substance of them, recreated, pure, unmarred 
perfect from the hand of God, “mortality 
clothed with immortality.” An actress, it 
is told, presumed to cheat the resurrection 
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and ordered that her dead body be cremated 
and the ashes be scattered on the sea. Poor 
woman, if she had only read the Bible, or 
even studied chemistry a little, she might 
have saved her friends the trouble. God 
does not need to filter the seas to find her 
dust, there is plenty of that same stuff every- 
where. Furthermore, whatever God breathes 
into, whether stones, or the dead, lives! God 
is life and He can impart it or reimpart it 
to whatever He will (Luke 3:8, 19:40). But 
it will be a very simple matter for God to 
recover our very elements, if that is neces- 
sary, to restore us as He intended in the 
beginning we should be, and to wake us up 
from the sleep of death. And praise His 
name, we shall wake up in good health! 
Death will be our beauty sleep. We shall 
be roused from it perfectly whole and wholly 
perfect. I believe every human being is 
born with the rudiments of physical beauty, 
but that these are kept from developing 
properly or are marred by the blight of sin. 
There will be no homely folks in Heaven, 
altho some homely folks like myself expect 
to be there; but our homeliness will all be left 
in the grave. There will be no missing mem- 


bers or deformed ones, no blemishes, no 
crooked noses, there are very few straight 
ones they say, no sunken cheeks, no sharp 
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angles, no wrinkles, no baldness, no sallow 
complexions, no black skin nor yellow, not 
a single imperfection, nothing to mar God’s 
ideal of beauty. We shall be ourselves but 
ourselves idealized. We shall never see 
again, the blind, the deaf, the maimed, and 
the halt. The glass eye, the cork leg, and 
the artificial hand; the wheel chair, the 
crutch, and the cane will no longer be need- 
ed. No frowns will creep over our brows, 
no tears trickle down our cheeks, for God 
will take them all away. There will be light 
and lustre and a liquid depth in every eye, 
lit up by the glory of a new life; there will 
be, I fancy, a ruddy glow on every face; 
ruby lips will wreathe in smiles and every 
movement will be with perfect grace. 


Heaven’s Atmosphere 


- There will be twelve varieties, at least, 
Of the most luscious fruits, a new crop every 
‘month, and all on the same kind of tree,—The 
Tree of Life. I say twelve varieties at least. 
‘It may be the word, “manner” means family 
and each family may include many species or 
varieties. Supposing there should be apples, 
peaches, plums, grapes, nuts, bananas, oran- 
‘ges, and such like; there would be no shells, 
rinds or skins; no grits, stones or seeds; no 
cores, no blemishes, nothing to furnish an 
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iota of waste. I should say,— that fruit 
will be total nourishment, if such a thing be 
needed. Even the leaves will be delicious, 
and they will keep us well, at least they will 
have that property (Revelation 22:2). There 
will be both blossoms and fruit on the trees 
all the time, and their fragrance and aroma 
will fill the air. To get some idea of Heav- 
en’s atmosphere, you would have to take a 
basket of roses, handfuls of arbutus, an arm- 
ful of carnations, a bunch of heliotrope, 
clusters of lilies and lilacs, and quantities of 
all the other sweet flowers that borrow their 
fragrance from ‘Heaven, carry them to the 
edge of a native woodland on a clear dewy 
spring morning as the sun comes up, and 
breathe deeply that subtle blend of earth’s 
rarest perfumes. But you would tingle and 
thrill and dilate if indeed if you caught one 
breath from the place 


“Where the tree of life in eternal bloom 
Sheds its fragrance through the unclouded day.” 


Infants in Heaven 


Will the infants that die be infants in the 
resurrection, and remain so forever? [I like 
to think they will mature, perhaps, as slowly, 
comparatively, as they would in this present 
world. It may be in Heaven's perfect en- 
vironment development will be rapid, and 
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carrying this idea to its logical extreme, it 
may be instantaneous, in which case the in- 
fant would rise from the grave a mature be- 
ing. The experience of childhood was not 
necessary to Adam and Eve at the creation, 
and perhaps it may not be at the resurrection. 
I like to think, however, of the children 
fulfilling their childhood in Heaven e’er they 
come to the maturer stage. Those who have 
passed maturity and whose bodies have de- 
clined with age will be fully restored in the 
resurrection: the hair will be filled in and 
given its natural color, the stoop will be 
taken out of the shoulder, the carriage and 
the step will be rejuvenated, the wrinkles 
will be smoothed out, the senses will be 
given their former acuteness, the roses will 
come back to the cheeks, and the luster to 
the eyes. The aged ones, infirm and totter- 
ing, and but the shadows of their former 
selves, will spring into the new life with all 
the beauty and vigor of their prime. 


Development in Heaven 


I believe our mental accruement in Heav- 
en will never end. ‘Truth is infinite and it 
will take all eternity to learn it. Our capa- 
bility to learn will be perfect but our capacity 
for truth will be an ever increasing variable 
with infinity as its limit. Life is a sort of 
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primary school in which we learn a few 
lessons from God’s great books. Some learn 
a few more, some a few less; but tho we 
should go thru college or university, we do 
not get out of this primary school, not until 
death promotes us. This is really our first 
graduation. Heaven is our secondary school, 
the only school of higher learning, and we 
shall never get thru it, we shall never want 
to. There will be no commencement there, 
for there will be nothing higher to commence. 
Our education begun here, will be extend- 
ed there forever. A few people upon getting 
thru college, supplement their education by 
going abroad; but all of God’s people whether 
they go thru college or not can supplement 
theirs someday by going up,—where there 
will be no uninteresting and _ perplexing 
lessons but where truth will be as fascinat- 
ing as a story and as pleasant to learn as 
to breathe the fragrance of a rose; where 
history and literature will be sifted until 
they are a story of perfect love; where 
biology will be a new science treating of a 
new flora and a new fauna; where languages 
will be forgotten, art perfected and mathe- 
matics complete; where we shall see and 


understand clearly and not darkly as thru a 
glass; where we shall have the Author of 
Truth for our teacher; where our minds 
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clarified by love, freed from the sluggish- 
ness of sin’s impedimenta, quickened by in- 
timacy with the Master, inspired, transcend- 
ent, will forever unfold to embrace the 
beautiful, glorious, infinite truth; and where 
we shall dilate with the consciousness of 
increasing light as we do with the growing 
delightsomeness of spring. 


The Language of Heaven 


Whether the language of Heaven will be 
that of Adam and Eve, that of Pentecost, 
or the language of the stars, I do not know; 
but I feel quite sure that it will not be He- 
brew, or Greek, Latin or Italian, French or 
German, English or Esperanto, or any other 
of earth’s jargons. Someone said, “For 
strength speak in German, for accuracy speak 
in Spanish, for beauty speak in French;” 
but I would add, if you wish to speak 


perfectly, live the Christ life, and some day 


you can speak Heaven’s language, the ton- 
gue of tongues. I fancy that language will 
have a vast vocabulary indeed to be capable 
of expressing adequately God’s wisdom. 
Earth’s languages are weak things and espe- 
cially when we speak concerning divine truths. 
The inspired writers realized this and at 
times transcended the rules of grammer and 
rhetoric. In Heaven’s lexicon there will be 
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no words for such ideas as these: dusty, 
tarnished, crooked, needle, night, ache, dis- 
ease, nurse, physician, undertaker, difficult, 
patience, hope, etc. There will be no ex- 
pressions like these: “How are you to-day?” 
ebiwish ol could.) |i“ haventitime.’ ) “Oh, 
I forgot!” “Say it again, please.” ‘“‘Good- 
bye, take good care of yourself,’ and so 
on. There will be no satire or irony, no 
lampoon or elegy. There will be no error 
in thought or expression, there will be no 
such idea as error. That language will be 
rich in epithets and synonyms clearly dis- 
tinguishing the most delicate shades of 
meaning, and I like to imagine every word 
will fall upon the ear like the ringing of a 
bell. Our conversation, I should say, will 
be poems and music which will combine 
the beauty of soul and the beauty of voice. 


Things Absent from Heaven 


There will be no deserts there, no vol- 
canoes or earthquakes; no storm clouds, 
rain, cold winds, or excessive heat. There 
will be no thorns or thistles; no poisonous 
or unattractive plants; no songless birds or 
preying animals. There will be no growler 
there, no fault finder, no false accuser, no 
libertine or foul-mouthed slanderer—the very 
mention of them makes our picture murky. 
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There will be no sorrow or pain or weariness; 
no disappointments or unsatisfied longings; 
no heart-searching experience meetings, no 
evangelistic services, no funerals, no death. 
Faith will be lost in sight and hope in glad 
reality. We could go on at very great 
length, and build (?) up Heaven by elimination, 
and indeed if we could sift the whole earth 
as it is, and all there is on it, for Heaven’s 
materials, I think nearly all of it would go 
thru the sieve. 


The Population of Heaven 


We sing sometimes: “We shall know 
each other there,” and I think we shall; 
however, not perhaps, as we know each 
other here—hardly as father, mother, broth- 
er, sister, husband, wife, partner, chum, etc., 
for many families and circles would be in- 
complete, and relationships would show gaps 
that might be painful (?) indeed. We might 
ask whether Mary will be thought of as 
the mother of Christ. He said, “Whosoever 
shall do the will of God, the same is my 
brother, and my sister, and mother” (Mark 
3:35). It is not recorded that Jesus, in 
His ministry at least, addressed Mary as 
mother. However, dear reader, if you pre- 
fer to think differently regarding this or any 
other of my supzositions, do so. If you 
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want to meet your mother, sister or sweet- 
heart in Heaven as such, I know you will 
not be disappointed. “There’s no disappoint- 
ment in Heaven.” 


I hardly think that we shall be known by 
the names we now have. What names would 
there be on Heaven’s directory (Revelation 
21:27)? They would for the most part savor 
too much of this world. We shall have new 
names. Indeed we have them now, and by 
them we are known in the “Lamb’s Book 
of Life.” God changed the names of a few 
men like Abraham, Israel, Cephas, and Paul, 
and some He named at birth as _ Isaac, 
John the Baptist, and Jesus. But these 
names are of Hebrew derivation, they will 
be much prettier, I believe, translated into 
Heaven’s tongue. There is a _ significance 
in God’s naming, and our new names mean 
something, perhaps they characterize us in 
some way. I am anxious to learn my new 
name for I am sure it is a gem, and so is 
yours, 

Since we shall know each other, it follows 
we shall need no introductions. Would it 
not be an introducing time to get acquainted 
in our fashion? In spite of the fact that we 
shall have met before only a few of Heaven’s 
hosts, we shall not feel like strangers. We 
shall know each other and feel as though we 
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had always been acquainted. Otherwise our 
happiness might be marred (?) for the first 
several hundred years or so, for would it 
not take at least that long to get on intimate 
terms with every saint, not to mention the 
angels ? 
Heaven’s Society 

When we visit the cities of various coun- 
tries we are interested to see the homes, the 
tombs or monuments of great men and 
women. Here is Washington’s home, here 
the house in which Shakespeare wrote, here 
the palace of the Moors, here lies Napoleon 
and yonder is the pyramid of Cheops. But 
where are they? They are but memories. 
It is true we may see the mummy of Cheops 
within a glass case, but his mummy is not 
he. We are journeying to a city where we 
shall not see the tombs and remains of the 
great dead, but themselves, more alive than 
the day they lived. To find out their names 
do not go to general history, you will not 
find very many there, nor to “Who’s Who — 
in America,” the list there, I am afraid, is 
very abbreviated. It is partly, recorded in 
Hebrews 11. The world never learns of 
most great men and women. What tragedies 
can be enacted in the human heart with- 
out a single spectator! What noble sacrifices 
have been made which only the Father 
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knows! Out of what ‘sufferings have pearls 
of humanity been formed, only to be washed 
up on desert shores! What great souls 
have withstood the crush of poverty, the 
misery of disease, the millstone of oppres- 
sion, and come thru it all with a song jewel 
worth more than a million-dollar industry! 
There will be no undesirables in Heaven, 
but doubtless many who were considered 
such here (Luke 9:48, 16:20, 21, 22). That 
will be a society of the elite, the flower of 
earth’s millions, gathered from the fields, 
the roadsides, the lanes, and the streets, the 
cottage door yard and the gardens of the 
rich. There may be however, a very small 
representation from the “high” society of 
this world. The rest would find some dif- 
ficulty, I fear, to adjust themselves to a 
society, should they discover that in it 
were those they had once despised. And 
what chagrin would they feel, to hear them 
singing as sweetly as they themselves or 
more so,—they who had studied with the 
masters but very little with the Master! 
The stars are not all discovered in the sky 
and those that we see dimly are by no means 
dim. So of our fellowmen, we see not all the 
stars, not because they do not shine, but 
because we see but dimly. We may never 


know what noble hearts lie concealed be- 


32 HEAVEN 


neath rugged breasts, what brilliance a little 
cutting may disclose, what gems of soul 
nobility. But the Master knows them all, 
and in that day when He makes up His jew- 
els, He will unlock the caskets of poverty, 
humility, hatred, misery, self sacrifice, and 
the like, which look rough enough on the 
outside; but which within are often lined 
with the rich texture of love. 


Heaven’s Conversations 


And what shall be the matter of our con- 
versations? Might we ask Adam how the 
Garden of Eden looked? No, that would 
suggest the fall of man! Might we ask 
Moses to tell about the burning bush? No, 
no more of Egypt! Might we inquire of 
Peter details concerning the taking of Jesus? 
No, that would recall to him his own denial! 
Shall we call for stories from David? No, 
they would be filled with war! Might we 
request one of Isaiah’s rhapsodies? No, 
they are filled with sadness! Shall we on 
meeting Menno Simons, or Martin Luther, 
or Charles Wesley, or such leaders, ven- 
ture the information: “I was a member of 
your church”? No, they would point to the 
Lamb, and no doubt would add, “If you 
belonged to my church, you would not be 
here”. I think we shall not speak much 
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of the present earth. I do not say we shall 
never think of it as it is now, but if we 
do, the glory and happiness of Heaven shall — 
swallow up the memory of earth’s griefs. 
The great theme for discourse will be Jesus 
Christ and the glories of His eternal truth; 
indeed that is the great theme here for His 
people, and the moment we enter the gates 
of New Jerusalem, we shall join the ingath- 
ering hosts in contemplating and praising 
Him. 
Heaven’s Music 


We shall also join them in singing the 
“Song of the Redeemed” (Revelation 14:3). 
I imagine that song will echo and re-echo, 
mingle and commingle thru the perfume-laden 
vales and dells of Heaven, now growing 
fainter and softer and sweeter as the bands 
of singers recede into the distance, now 
increasing into a grand crescendo as they 
approach nearer and nearer; now in mighty 
chords of praise, now in tremulous strains of 
love. We’ll need no books to sing that song, 
the “Song of Moses and the Lamb”, it will 
be in our hearts. There will be no course 
of music offered there. We shall all know 
how to sing that song, and no one else 
save the “Redeemed” shall ever learn it or 
hear it. | 

There will be perfect harmony of all the 
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parts, and there may be four or six or 
fifty or a hundred parts, for the Composer 
is divine and the great Master of Harmony. 
For if He can create a billion worlds, such 
as you can see on any clear night, and scatter 
them out in space, start them spinning on their 
axes, and map out their orbits and limitless 
paths so that they harmonize sphere with 
sphere in their lightning courses, with never 
a deviation from them, or a change in their 
schedule; if He can ordain a thousand laws 
that govern the forces of nature and make 
them harmonize; if He can select about forty 
men of various nationalities, of different oc- 
cupations, who lived at widely separated per- 
iods of time and give them thoughts that 
harmonize in the grandest theme the world 
ever heard of—why can He not compose a 
hundred melodies that harmonize, and set 
that grandest of themes to the sweetest of 
music! | 


What grandeur of thought, what beauty 
of sound, what harmony sublime! No limited 
compass, no faulty attack, no painful pauses, 
no discords, no sad strains, no minor keys, 
no lag in the time, not a measure to mar its 
superlative beauty, with never a variation 
from the highest excellence of tone and ex- 
pression. I imagine that song will begin like 
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the breaking of day, and its glorious refrain 
will never come to a close. I believe the 
only song ever heard on earth that. sounded 
like it was the “Gloria in Excelsis”, sung 
by the angels for the shepherds of Judzea on 
the memorable night of Christ’s birth. And 
you and I shall hear that chorus of choruses, 
anthem of all anthems, if we are. faithful, 
and, yes, we shall help to sing it! That song 
alone is worth living for, habe: song alone is 
worth dying for! | 


Welcome Home 


Heaven is a beautiful place to invite our 
friends, and surely we do not. want any of 
them to miss it. We ought not to wait 
until on our death beds to invite them to our 
home—our eternal home. Dear Reader, when 
you say: “Friend, are you going’ home with 
me?’ do you ever mean Heaven? ‘‘Where 
are you going, Mr. Mead?” The gray-haired 
man, thus addressed, tottering down the road, 
replied: “I am going home as fast as I can: 


and, bless God, I have a “good home to go 


99 


to.” What a testimony! Some people have 
taken such a fancy to this world that they 
are nestling down into it, quite unaware of 
its brevity or of their insecurity. Judging 
by the houses: some folks.-build, we’ might 
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suppose they had intended to stay here quite 
indefinitely. The poet says: 

“Let others seek a home below, 

Where flames devour and waves o’erflow; 


Be mine a happier lot to own 
A heavenly mansion near the throne.” 


and Paul reminds us: “We have no con- 
tinuing city here, but we seek one to come” 
(Hebrews 13:14). 


Heaven’s Appointments 


What of the porters, the butlers, the valets, 
and the maids of the great households of the 
rich! What of their exquisite furniture, Per- 
sian rugs, tapestries, costly paintings, mar- 
ble fountains, and ivory figures! They are 
all very nice indeed, but Heaven’s mansions 
will be vastly superior in their appointments. 
Instead of the colored porter, we shall have 
the angels to wait on us. They do now, 
you know. They fed Elijah, they drew Lot 
out of Sodom, they sustained Christ at the 
close of His fast, they carried the beggar 
to Abraham’s bosom, they released Peter 
from prison, and how often they help us 
it is hard to say (Matthew 18:10; Acts 12: 
15.) “The angel of the Lord encampeth 
‘around them that fear Him” (Psalm 34:7). 
You have doubtless seen the picture of an 
angel watching by the side of children chas- 
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ing butterflies and picking roses on the very 
verge of a cliff, and have thought the guard- 
-janship of God’s angels beautiful. Do you 
often think of the angel near you when 
you are in danger, when you are alone or 
discouraged? What divine company we can 
enjoy here by faith! Isn’t it grand! But 
some day, when the mists that veil them 
from us shall be rolled away, we shall see 
them with our eyes, these angels that wait 
on us, and we shall accompany them to the 
land of angels. 

And the rugs, if there are ani ttoed I fancy 
they would have to be pretty indeed to justify 
covering up those floors) well, they will not 
be Persian or any other of earth’s makes. 
Paintings in oil? I should think there would 
be no need of them. There will be real 
landscapes, flowers, real beauties everywhere. 
No statues, but living figures everywhere will 
adorn with living grace and beauty that 
celestial home. So we could make contrast 
after contrast between the mansions of earth 
and the mansions of Heaven. Do you envy 
the millionaire with his mere mansion? The 
saint who is busy in the Master’s work 
has hardly the time to waste building man- 


sions here, He feels like the Jews who con- 
fessed they were pilgrims and strangers on 
the earth. Hebrews 11:13. He seeks a better 


38 HEAVEN 


country, a heavenly land, a home where 
God: shall be his father, and he shall be His 
son, and where God shall wipe away all 
tears. Praise His Name! 


Heaven’s Attractiveness 


' Heaven is the glad, glorious place, where, 
as I said; we want to meet our friends, and 
a vision of that glory world gives us an 
impetus to get more of them on the way 
there. Let us point out to them this beau- 
tiful place and tell them about it. Would 
the people in the East want. to come to 
to Yellowstone National Park,  Pike’s 
Peak, Grand Canyon, Royal Gorge, etc., if 
these names were all they ever heard? It 
takes glowing descriptions to bring people 
out to the West to see the bit of God’s 
glory and grandeur He has sculptured in the 
mountains. We read about Heaven, we sing 
about it; let us talk about it, visualize it, 
and paint it for others in the most glowing 

terms we can. | | 
~ It is glorious to look beyond the skyline, 
to keep the Heavenly goal in view, to turn 
our faces homeward, to catch a peep of e- 
ternal day—a glimpse of eternal splendor. 
I: asked a friend one time if he ever got 
homesick for Heaven, and he said he did. 
I am sure he had a vision of it. I believe 
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no one would ever get homesick, if he had 
never seen home, and he is unfortunate who 
being away from home, never longs for it. 
Our homes are Heaven in miniature. 


Should God let us see into Heaven just 
once with our natural eyes, we could not wait 
until we could go there. But God knows 
we would get too homesick or earthsick, and 
yet as we do His will down here, and make 
the preparations for the other world, He 
does give us glimpses of it to cheer us along 
the way. It will be so grand that altho we 
may hear its glories sung in the poet’s 
sweetest lines, hear them told in the most 
eloquent language, see them pictured on the 
canvas by the sublimest of imagination, or 
even tho we should get a plimpse of them in 
vision or dream, when we pass through the 
gates of pearl, our eyes will behold a scene 
that will beggar them all. 


More and More 


Dear Reader, I have given you my picture 
of Heaven. Words are weak things when 
we want to describe God’ work. Make a 
picture of your own or take mine and fur- 
ther enrich it. I have only hinted at Heaven’s 
possibilities. Perhaps we may have some 
errors in our pictures, but after all, the only 
error we can make, whether it is in time, 


40 HEAVEN 


place or character, is that we did not make 
it good enough. It does not matter how 
beautiful, grand, and glorious we make it, 
we can by no: means fully anticipate it, 
for the Master Artist can and will add the 
best touches of all, You will enjoy living 
more if you catch a glimpse of Heaven and 
breathe its air. It is the healthiest atmos- 
phere I know of. “Only a thin veil hangs 
between”, but do not let that shut out en- 
tirely its beauty and fragrance. 


Heaven’s Nearness 


The thought of Heaven comes like a 
bracing breeze from over the sea. It palliates 
our sorrows (“Earth has no ‘sorrows that 
Heaven can not heal”) it puts the blue in the 
sky, the silver in the cloud, the glory in the 
sunset. When you get discouraged, when 
you are faint and feel like giving up, draw 
back the curtain and take a peep thru the 
pearly gates, watch the white-robed multi- 
tudes gathering home, losing themselves in 
the streets of gold, in the flowering fields, 
the fruit groves along the banks of the jewel- 
ed river, and listen to them singing that 
prince of songs, and feel its celestial thrill,— 
and you wil! breathe this prayer: “O God, 
I thank thee, I know it is also for me. Give 
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me patience to wait, and strength to labor’ 
and endure until I too can go. 


“One sweetly solemn thought comes to me o’er and 
o'er: Ay 

I am nearer home today than I’ve ever been before; 

Nearer the bounds of life where we lay our burdens 


down, 

Nearer the great white throne, nearer gaining the 
crown; Ny 

But lying darkly between, winding adown through 
the night 

Is the silent unknown stream that leads at last to 
the light; 

Father, be near when my feet are slipping o’er the 
brink, 

For it may be I am nearer home, nearer now than 
I think.” 


—Phoebe Carey. 
And God Himself 


There comes a thrill with the thought 
of going home, and the joy of anticipating 
our approach to its gates grows and grows; 
and some day when, like the folks at home, 
God shall ask us, “How did you get along 
down there?”, it will be worth all our tears, 
all our struggles, all our suffering, to relate 
the victories of grace; and to hear from the 
lips of God, the lps that commanded and 
the worlds were framed, that commanded and 
they began to speed in their orbits thru 
space, that commanded and the void took 
shape, that commanded the sea and it fled 
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away, that commanded the mighty forces 
He created and they obeyed His laws; the 
lips that spoke to Adam from the dusk, to 
Abraham from the cloud, to Moses from the 
fire, to the prophets thru that mysterious veil. 
that hides His divine form; the lips that 
answered not the agonizing appeals of the 
Saviour in Gethsemane, that moved not dur- 
ing the dreadful tragedy on Calvary; lips 
that spoke with mightiest power or remained 
silent with mightiest love—Ah, to hear from 
those lips—the lips of GOD: “Well done, 
enter thou into the joys of thy Lord”, that 
will be worth worlds! 


No Farewells 


When entering New York harbor by night, 
the city is a ribbon of light resting on the 
bay. It suggests to me Heaven, as we 
behold it in the distance, its light as a jasper 
stone, flooding thru its gates and its trans- 
parent walls into death’s night, capping each 
wave with glory. 

We may go down to the dock to see our 
friends off for foreign ports, and as the 
great ship clears ‘its moorings, cheer them 
with good wishes, and wave our handker- 
chiefs in a long farewell. We _ heroically 
check our tears and quell our feelings, for 
we hope to follow them or see them return. 
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So when our friends put off to the better 
land, our farewells are sweetened with the 
hope of joining them on the other side, 
where there will be no parting any mor: 

A certain writer said: “There is only a 
breath of air and a beat of the heart be- 
tween here and over there”. <A brittle cord 
indeed moors our craft to the shore of time, 
and when at last it is loosed and we go out 
with the tide, I am sure our glimpses of 
Heaven, our anticipation of its beauty and 
splendor will help brighten the parting mo- 
ments when we put out to sea. 


“Sunset and the evening star, 
And one clear call for me! 

And may there be no moaning of the bar 
When I put out to sea. 


Twilight and evening bell, 
And after that the dark! 

And may there be no sad farewell 
When I embark. 


For though from time and place 
The flood may bear me far, 
I hope to see my Pilot’s face 
When I have crossed the bar.” 
—Tennyson. 


And at Evening 


Death is no pleasing prospect in itself, 
it is our last enemy. It is the dark moment 
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that may make us tremble; but it is the 
darkness before the burst of dawn. With 
the gathering shades of evening, the colors 
in the sky grow deeper and richer and are 
gradually obscured by night. So our glimpses, 
our vistas, our visions of Heaven, growing 
richer in glory, are at last obliviated by 
death’s momentary night; but they will no 
longer be needed when we wake up in ‘the 
morning of our eternal day. 


I never tire watching the sunset. I like- 
wise never tire seeing Heaven reflected in 
the western sky of my life, and as I am look- 
ing out along the border line, I think I see 
occasionally an added glory, and I think I 
see grow richer and deeper the tints of crim- 
son and gold. That glow in the west tinges 
my whole landscape, and my whole sky. 
The more clouds in the sky, the more beauti- 
ful it is to behold; the more unevennesses 
on my pathway, the more numerous and the 
more beautiful are the touches of crimson. 
The glow in the heart and the glow in the 
sky give us enthusiasm to live and love and 
lift, give us something to hope for, the unc- 
tion of our glorious reward. Some people 
are chasing the butterfly and the bluebird in 


pursuit of happiness, others are hunting the 
end of the rainbow; but let us find our joy 
and treasure in the service of Jesus Christ, 
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and bye and bye when death eclipses the 
steadily increasing glory of the sunset, Heav- 
en shall burst upon our waking eyes, ten 
thousand times more glorious! 


i hak 


tet 
1 iA 


ath 


i] 


ae sn 
Nog 
nh 
' 
Ait 
i i 





) 








P, 7 AN 
hoy Bete 
PAntisaene. 
OPE 
a! Nk Ls 
r wey i 








10583 


M 236.2 B797h 

Brackbill, Maurice T. 

Heaven and the glory of 
the sunset 













































































236.2 B797h c.1 
Brackbill, Maurice T 047 
Heaven and the glory of the su 100210 

0 UTNE 
Gi "3 9310 02119074 7 


MENNONITE HISTORICAL LIBRARY 





